Edith looked up in some surprise. It was seldom he came into this room in the morning, and she at once felt glad that she happened at that moment to be reading a book which he had himself given her, expressing at the same time a desire that she should make herself acquainted with it. She expected that he would make some remark upon her occupation, but he did not, he only sat down near her and looked at her. The interview with his sister had left its mark upon his face, and Edith saw at once that something had happened. For some little time she dared not ask what it was, but sat in suspense waiting for him to speak. His silence lasted so long,

